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the enraged European troops who sur-
rounded them; and that instant flight
offered the only slender chance of escape
from destruction.
As my little party galloped after
them I was stopped by an artillery
officer, evidently senior in rank to myself,
who ordered me to halt and asked me
where I was going. I told him that the
Brigadier-General had ordered me to
follow the Sappers who had mutinied
and killed Alfred Light. "That is
hardly possible," he said, " seeing that
I am Alfred Light. These Sappers are
not mutinying at all, but are going with
permission to destroy a neighbouring
village of budmashes. You stop where
you are. I will take the responsibility."
Taken quite aback by all this, I was still
remonstrating with him when the Briga-
dier-General rode v.p, furious with me
for having halted, and ordered me on
again. I was glad to leave Alfred Light
to settle the question of my delay with
him, and dashed on in pursuit.. Soon
we overtook about fifty men, who took